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HoMlng, B. P. Dutton & *Co.
IN A STORY completely ironic, the

crowning touch of irony is the
selection of a title and motto for
It from Browning, the poet of

.incorrigible optimism. Half a dozen
quotations offer themselves as more

obviously apt; but this is perversely
so, being neatly wrenched from its
text and turned against itself. The
obvious is not for Mrs. Holding. Try
your own suggestion; you will* find it
most be amplified, carried further, to
cover the case.

For instance, the reflection of George
Ponderevo, in "Tono Bungay," may
seem at a glance sufficiently dis-
illusioned: "Î began with the idea!
that life consisted in doing things; I
learned that it consisted of having
thing» done to me." Mrs. Holding takes
th* next step, over tfie brink of fatal¬
ism. Even so, she demonstrates with
bitter clarity, the things done are o£
no effect. The subject of the experi¬
ment remains unalterably what he was.

Take the fatalistic view, then, the
melancholy burden of Jude the
Obscure: "Things are as they must
be, and will come to their destined
end." She fortes you to the conclusion
that the end will bo precisely the
¦ame as the beginning. And to Stcven-
eon'si "We are all islands, shouting
to each other across seas of misunder¬
standing," she subjoins that none of
us is listening to the others cries.

Claudine Vincelle, Mrs. Holding's
central figure, is poles apart from
Browning's lawless, if procrastinating,
lady of "The Statue and the Bust." All
her desires were of an invincible pro¬
priety; and she acted on them to the
best of her ability. Decorum was

really her ruling passion, and she main¬
tained it. The only man she ever in¬
clined to she married, in spite of her
mother's intelligent opposition. When
.afterward she wearied of her prison
home, she did not content herself with
looking out of the window. She ran
away. True, she came back again, im¬
mediately; but that was because no
-welcome awaited her from any knight
In the square below.
She disappointed her husband as

much a3 he did her. Every character
in the story, indeed, is a "frustrate
ghost," and yet every one was ob¬
stinate in taking his or her own way.
Nothing restrained them from doing
precisely as they pleased; their trouble
was that after it was done it did not
please them.

The Lay Critic
YERSB. By Adelaide Crapsey, Alfred A.

Knopf.
ADELAIDE CRAPSEY'S "Verse"

leaves one with a bewildering
sense of wavering between a
world of blue goid and an¬
other of wind-blown shado%vs.

It is a known biographical fact that
Adelaide Crapsey died at thirty-five in
.xilo at Saranac Lake, where her
meager strength garnered these tanta¬
lizing bits of sheer beauty. I say tanta¬
lizing because of the innumerable
paths of speculation this volume opens
as to the possible permanent value of
forthcoming works to the poetry move¬
ment. In this era of women poets Ade¬
laide Crapsey's voice rises high and
unfaltering.

At times she is exultant, rebellious,
as in "To the Dead."
"... I will not submit
But with a spirit all unreconciled,
Flash an unouenched defiance to

the stars."
Again she is pensive, resigned to the

baffling emptiness of her existence.
"So my faltering breath,
So my tired heart saith,
That foretell me death."

One feels always the shadow of the
Shadow of Death in which Adelaide
Crapsey sings her bird-clear crescen¬
does and her adagio diminuendoes. Sho
is startlingly awaro of death, of wraith
folk, of the grim futility of this, our
life. These to her are palpable and
easily comprehended. She seems to be¬
long to the other world and from her
vantage point whisper to us of the
things of our own world.
In the Cinquain, a new poetry form

which she originated:
"Well and
If day on day
Follows, and weary year
On year . . . and ever days and
years. . . .

Welir
In this new form, she has achieved

an extraordinary compactness and ex¬
tremely fastidious economy of expres¬sion. Economy, mind you, not paucity
or leanness. Her heart soars aboveall accepted standards and technicalbarriers and culminates in an ele¬mental perfection of a single crystal-cut impt.ssion. She _oe^ no. ma.tu-
ver her way to a desired point by agymnastic» juxtaposition of uncannywords or by wild straining for unusualmetaphor. The poems seem a#_ttl.and silently to asemble themselves
upon the printed page without undueeffort.
What a brave spirit indeed to singthis:

"San and wind and beat of sea,Great lands stretcning endless. . , ,Where be bonds to bind the fre«?
All the world was made fox me!"

lying on her back and lookingthrough the window frame at orworld. Her Indomitable spirit, con¬
sistently beautiful and tragic, has ele¬
vated these sudden flashes of 3
woman's vehement scrul into in-g'..jssuggestions of magnificent concept><n_sthat might have been.
Gliding swiftly and surely into *$»-Shadow, she turns tack every »ów

and again, flings forth her hands in
eager resistance, then smiles a fugi¬tive smile, and wanders on.
One should give thanksofferíng for

the present volume, the only v.lum«
published of Adelaide Crapuey's works,
chosen, arranged, and prepared ky her¬
self. It is to be regretted that one
may not add that the advent of th«
author's next book shall be welcomed
with much pleasurable anticipation.

JUDITH TRACTMAN.§ Im« ilStK Street.

Turning from h«r husband, Claudine
concentrated her hopes and affections
on her children. She would live
through them. It did not occflr to her
that they would want to live for them-
selves. When her daughter, Andrée,
did just what Claudine had done, raar-
'ried ;i man her mother disapproved of.
Claudine was amazed as well as heart-
broken. And when Andrée in turn
found married life irksome, Claudine
was still surprised, still determined to
prevent her breaking free. Herself
living apart, ^inaccessible, unchanged
by all her experiences, she still be¬
lieved she could affect others, direct
them in the way of a happiness she
had never found.
Within every human being, Mrs.

Holding scenyj to say, is that inflexible
core of egotism, which makes intimate
contact with another not only impos¬
sible, but painful to attempt. If they
love each other, so much tho worse;
they will only try harder and surfer
more keenly. And this quietistic
pessimism is so unhjokenly «ustained
throughout that it is a spiritual strain
to read to the end; although in one
sense no easier reading could be asked,
owing to the author's lucid and graphic
style. It is a style of wonderful hard,
bright finish, a cold impeccability. It
is as precise as Mrs. Wharton's, and
more glacial; or, rather, it is quartz,
not ice. It contains no possibility of
thawing into pity.

If this is a problem novel, the prob¬
lem is "What's the use?" and the
answer appears to be; "It's no use.

But you've got to go through with it
just the game."

Problems, Mrs. Holding would seem
to say, cannot be solved. They can

only be outlived or ignored. You may
fight or you may submit; it all comes
to the same thing in the end. Therein
lies the sting of the motto.

Of course, like all writers of thesis
novels, Mrs. Holding does not play
quito fair. The defect is not inten¬
tional, however; it is not the chicane of
the propagandist. It is that with all
her wit.and she has a great deal.
she is lacking in humor. Her people
aro too tense; they never relax and
find ease in a good hearty laugh. She
can give you a character in one master¬
stroke, for example, Claudine's husband:
"Evening dress d;d not become his
thick-set figure, but he was naturally
not aware of that." Now, if he had
ever become aware of it, there might
have been some hope for him. But he
n«iver docs. And Claudine herself is
"assuaged," but she does not find one
spark of amusement in her son-in-law's
asking her for the secret of her powei
to let people alone, to accept them as

they were» when in fact she had neve,

accepted them as they were, and ha«
just been reproaching herself for let
ting them alone. Yes, a humorles«
world would be quite as terrible ai
Mrs. Holding shows it. Only it isn'
so. We aro not, thank heaven, quit«
so refined as all that.
When one bears that in mind, th«

book becomes enjoyable. It is evei
tonic in its bitterness, since you no
only won't but cannot believe it en

tircly. And the interiors alone, th«
evocation of the corseted gentilitie
and solemn, stuffy comforts of th«
past generation, are not only master
ly as art, they are as quaintly interest
ing as an old album. They havo th
quality ^of a painting by Alfre«
Stevens. To be reminded of thos
horsehair horrors and w'ax-flowei
glass-cased correctitudes is enough t
make one applaud the flapper; and t
have them alchemized into beauty is
double delight. Imagine making th
Brooklyn of the '90s interesting. It i
no mean feat.

Carl Spittrler's "Two LUtb
Misogynists" recognised c?
as one of the great classier
children, has hern dont
English and published by li^..

ry Holt & Co.
,_¡^_.

Shop Talk
IRVING BROWN, athor of "Nightsand Days on the Gypsy Trail," which

is an authentic record of his friend-
ship and wanderings with the Span sh
gypsies, is a professor when he is not a
Romany. He has just returned from
another visit to his gypsy friends in
Granada.

Psychology is not solely an academic
study with ROBERT CHENAULT GIV-
LER, author of "Psychology." He has
psychological^- investigated a big de-
partment store and given courses on
the theme to the employees of a .motor
company t.nd to life insurance sales-
mtn to Increase their efficiency. He
also is a university professor, once of
Harvard, now of Tufts College.

* * a,

REX BEACH, like Father William, in
his youth was a law student, and
gave it up because he found Blackstone
ucficient in humor, to say nothing of
plot. He preierred George Ade. "My
brothers," he says, "are real lawyers,
orators, with eloquence -to burn. The
only eloquence I ever developed was
when I drove a dog team."

This month HILDA CONKLING will
celebrate her twelfth birthday. Last
month her second volume of poetry was
published."Shoes of the Wind."

GEORGE INNESS HARTLEY, author
of "The Importance of Bird Life," is a
grandson of George Inness, the cele¬
brated American landscape painter.
Mr. Hartley's inherited love of nature
turned in another direction, toward
natural history, and he spent some
time with WILLIAM BEEBE at the
British Guiana Zoological Station.

Besides being author of "The Prob¬
lem of China," and a number of
other serious studies of present day
social aspects, BERTRAND RUSSELL
is heir to an English earldom. -He is
also a socialist of sorts and was high¬
ly unpopular in his native land duringtho war for that'reason.

FRANCES R. STERRETT, author of
"The Amazing Inheritance," spent the
past summer in 1« ranee. While there
she observed that although a million or
two English-speaking troops were quar¬
tered in France during a period of
four years the French never picked up
so much as an English phrase from
them, generally speaking.
The Hodder & Stoughton prize of

$2,500 for the best Canadian novel was
awarded to a first novel by a youngCanadian, GORDON HILL GRAHAME,for a story of New France, a his orical
novel of old Quebec, giving a pictureof the civil and ecclesiastical strugglesof that province under the originalFrench rule. Publication date has not
been announced; t ill ¡,ro « u.y u«.
brought out in the United States byHarper's.
Doubleday, Page quote TOM DALY

as saying that CHRISTOPHER MOR-
LEY "is no doubt an incarnation of
Christopher Marlowe, the gay Eliza¬
bethan poet who has como back to
earth to repair one or more errors of
his previous sojourn." He has changed
a good deal in the last few hundred
years, though.

THE TALE OF

TRIONA
B* W. j, LOCKE

It wa3 a long way from
the snow and ice ofSiberia to the conquest ofsocial London and _he bliss
of an unbelievable honey¬
moon. But the Nemesisborn that fantastic morn¬ing followed Triona inex¬
orably. Only Locke could
make you believe in Triona
.and wonder at nim.andrejoice in nis ultimate nao-piness.as you must when
you tead "The Tale ofTriona."
At All Booksellers $2.00
DODD, MEAD & CO. NEW YORK

W. J. LOCKE
The autnor of "The
lielovei vagabond" and
.'The «<ou¿h íioad" ¡s
adding thousands io
his myriad loilowing
With this dramaiia
romance.

- The
PERSONAL TOUCH

3y Emma Beatrice Branner
(Mrs. Arnold W. Brunner)

New York Times: "An entertaining and well told story."¡Seto York Herald: "Par out of the .usual. Highly entertain¬ing. Somewhere between Stevenson's 'New Arabian Nights'and 'Alice in Wonderland."'
ISet» York Eve. Post'. "Very well done, with plenty of incident.A resemblance to some u_ _o.cvei._un."
Literary Digrrt: "New York society with an exciting plot.Good natured satire, with many a laugh as well as a largeamount of straight entertainment."

At All Bookstores $1.90

Publishers BRENTANO'S Fifth Ave.
New York

Making Einstein Easy
By Will Cuppy

npir.ATlVTTY Fiill Al.l,. 11y Horb.rt
Dtngl*. I.HI!«*, Hum n .V <'o.

l'.EÎl.ATIVITY" A.Vll THIO rXlVKUHH.
ny t)r. Harry s boil it. Translated from
tlio Oertnan by K. \Vli:hmann. Kulo.rt
M, McBrl .<¦ A Co.

r:i\-sTi-:iN AND the UN-VBRStti ¡By
Ohttflea N't¦ Imana. Trknslated from the
Preiioh by Ju.eiih M-Cabe. Henry Holt
A Co.

lOI.NHTI-llN'f! UKLATIVITY. liy D. J.
MoAdam. Rlohard O*. B&djrer.
PLAIN people everywhere, are

you Csntènt to remain any
longe.* in the same old universe
In which you were born and

raised ?# Have you never yearned for
something: new in Newton, nor wept at
the lack of -sympathy and understand¬
ing in the theorems of Eue.id? Don't
you feel cramped in three dimensions?
If you do, I can interest you.
How would you like to live in a nice

hypothetical four-dimensional contin¬
uum, completely furnished with non-
Euclidean abstractions, with modern
improved gravitation on the recipro-
eally exclusive premises, pleasmuly
situated in a wai-p of the atmosphere
where you could get plenty of fresh
curved air?

I can see you there now, restfully
rotating at a velocity of 186,000 miles
a rcjo-iù vpon a revolving disk, wni¡e
the children romp with their domesti¬
cated tensors, scalars and orthogonal
vectors and describe straight, bent
geodetics in non-existant space with
clastic measuring rods.

-,._ *. y .u.. .«nee you need is a
note from some one who owns syl¬logisms in the Einsteinian universe
;.«.....i., that you understand aiid ue-
lieve in relativity, or at least pretend
to do so. Now is the time to act, for
there seems to be at present a con¬
certed effort on the part of scientists
to convert plain people to Alfred Ein¬
stein's principles. I have just read
sever oo.-ts on relativi.y addressed
particularly to "the plain man," and I
see no reason why any of the volumes
should be kept from plain women. I
should hesitate to defino a plain man,but the relativists apparently mean
any person who is not a professor of
higher mathematics, since they nil
make a point of explaining their sub¬
ject without tho use of mathematical
formulae.
This is done in4 kindness, but I think

it is problematical whether relativity
can be passed along either to the plain
or to the fancy when deprived of its
proofs, which inhere largely in Ein¬
stein's stupendous super-multiplica¬
tions. It seems ungrateful to grumble
over this when our authors onlv meant
to spare our poor plain heads. But one
can't help feeling that they have left
o t the piot :«s well as the headaches.
Whenever verisimilitude demands some
baffling but impressive mathematics
.he p«ofessors gently advise us to
rever mind, or exclaim, "Oh, see the
pretty hyper-cube!"

# * .

I suppose we all ought to read up or
relativity while the experts are in this
mood. But those who prefer to do sc
can wait for the forthcoming "Calcului
for tho Kiddies," "Einstein for Half
wits," or Einstein's Morning Millior
"or Morons" on phonograph records
Meanwhile, I advise them to try, any
way, to catch up with Copernicus.
The net result of niy own reading ii

that I feel I might understand at leas
a part of tho subject if I had time ti
read all the books all over again,
gather, however, in my plain blun
way .»that we must give up, sine«
elativity, practically everything wi

learned in Physics I. We have los
them nil, including even such triflin
but none the less prized belongings n
space, time and matter. Tather, it i
the physicists and not we who hnv
'o'-.t a i hose things. Well, they go
themselves into this mess.
What havo wo left? The Interval

Says one authority on present condi
tions in the stricken universe: "Th'
sole reality accessible to man in th«
external world, the only really objec
tivo and impersonal thing which i¡
iompreh«: sible, is the Unstcinian In
terval." But what is that?
At nny rate the plain person car

gather much delightful information
from these books. One finds out how
practical and how progressive are our
physicists. While, the medieval theolo¬
gians debated how many angels coulil
dance on the point of a needlo our
scientists have discovered that there
are more than 15,000,000 molecules of
iron in the head of a pin. Also, an
individual electron is about a thousand
billion times smaller than the smallest
known atom and the sizo of the atomic
nucleus is again about one thousaml
millionth part the size of a negative
e'ectron. How do they find these thing3
out? The plain man doesn't know. Ho
can only tap his forehead'and smile.
This same plain man is likely to re¬

tort upon the relativists in several bit¬
ing ways. He might well assert «that
the theory seems to apply only to peo¬
ple %vho move at a velocity of 186,000
miles a second and that he has no

time for that, what with rotating daily
with the earth and following his orbit
around the sun in addition to his rou¬

tine tasks. And that physicists seem
to think that the only natural place
for a thing to happen is in an arti¬
ficially created vacuum «or in an intel¬
lectual abstraction.

Really, just because the relativists
are quick at figures, must we move into
a universe that probably doesn't exist
and would certainly collapse in the
first warped breeze if it did. Just to
take them down a bit one hopes that
somebody will take a notion to rela-
tivize the multiplication table.
"For me," I feel like saying to Pro¬

fessor Einstein, "for me, as for Ruskin,
the gentian is blue." (Although I don t
recall ever seeing a gentian.)

"Ah," he would surely reply, but

just imagine an ichthyosaurus travel¬
ing at the velocity of the Beta rays of
radium." And I can't.

« «. .

The means employed by our four
expounders of simpl fied Einstein to
reach the plain intelligence differ as

widely as their nationalities. In his
effort to impart the fact that accord¬
ing to the newer conceptions of phy¬
sics, space, time, and matter are not
absolute and independent, but rela¬
tive to the observer, Mr. Dingle in
"Relativity For All" mentions promi¬
nently Scylla and Charybd\s, love
God, and Professor A. N. Whitehead,
and advances the pregnant thought
that "truth is simple to the simjjlo
minded." In "Relativity and the Uni¬
verse" by Dr. Harry Schmidt, the
demonstrations are so ingenious, the
summar'es so concise, the chapters so
well built and thorough that I feel I
have only myself to blame if I do
not quite get the idea.
Perhaps the most comforting thing

in all these books is Professor Nord-
mann's suspicion that "Voltaire never
quite understood Newton, though he
wrote much about him, nnd Newton was
less difficult to understand than Ein¬
stein is." One pf my aunts remarked
that perhaps Voltaire read simplified
Newton. She said that she had' perused
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Ifs Time To Smile

The New
"Lincoln Novel"

Is Out. "i

And before the year ends
2,000,000 people will have enjoyed

HARBOR
By

JOSEPHC.LINCOLN
Author of "Shavings" and a

Once again Joseph C. Lincoln pre¬
sents an entirely new cast of his
beloved characters, involves them
in an entirely new plot, full of
ludicrous situations, endows them
with all the shrewdness, the spon¬
taneity, the delightful humor and
.*he quaint philosophy which he
alone understands so well, and the
resolt is a novel that all America
will read and recommend and
thank Mr. Lincoln for writing.

$2.00 at all

host of other best sellers
"Fair Harbor" relates the experi¬
ences of a crippled sea captain v ho
secures a job as manager of a home
for manners' womenfolk. Need
you know more to imagine this
theme in the hands of Joseph C.
Lincoln? The novel .has a per¬fectly sustained plot, it«1 people are
the genuine Lincoln type, and
while it bubbles over with good
nature, wit and humor, there is
more than one bit of sentiment,deep and sincere.
bookxellers

This Is An Appleton Book
D. Appleton & Company, Publishers, New York

A strong, vivid adventure in "big business," full ofpicuiresquencss and incident, yet not in any waymelodramatic or sensational. Mr. Garrett is one ofthe few fiction.writers of to-day who knows whathe is talking about when he describes Wall Streetand its dealings; and probably he is the only onewho could have written this remarkable story.

By GARET GARRETT
At all bookstores.
ti.00, postage extra. Er Pc BUTTON <& CO« CSt Fifth Ave.,New York.

The Countess de Chambrun,
who was Miss Clara Longworth,
sister of Nicholas Longworth,
has written a novel, "Playing
With Souls," which has just
been published by Charles

Scribner's Sons.

a dozen Relativity primers in perfect,
darkness,but that when she tackled Ein¬
stein himself she found to her surprise
that she understood him perfectly. My
aunt is a clever woman, and I regard
this as one of her cleverest lies. For
they say that brains are coming in
again, and Relativity will be much
discussed this winter.
For myself, the more I learn ahout

Relativity the less I know. A little
Einstein is a dangerous thing, and a
lot of Einstein is more so. Each new
tome reopen» the whole agonizing,ghastly, impossible gymnastic. These
four nooks left my autonomie 'nervous
system a complete blï.nk. I achieved
only that perfectly bi-n state of mind
which my aunt mistook for Einsteinian
omniscience.

"It really makes you think," said
auntie. "For instance, isn't it funnythat Newton's name was Isaac and Bin-stein's is Albert?"

New Books Received
PEREGRINE'S PROGRESS. By Jeffery

rorrm.. Little, Brown * Co. .

THE CHAR!vf*OF THE MIDDLE K1N«.»-
DOM. ny Jame» K.id Marsh. Littl«»,
Brown & Co.

THE FUN or BEING A FAT MAN. By
William J-hnston. Little, Drown A C<>.

ADVENTURES OF DiaOLEDT DAN. By
Edwin P. Norwood. Little, Brown & Co.

CAROLINE AT COLLEGE. Ry Lelft Horn
Richards. Little, Brown A Co.

ELEMENTS OF LETTERING. By Fred¬
eric W. Oou<iy. .MPchHl Tonnerly.

LETTERS OE HOWARD HORACE FUR-
NE8& Hougr.ton. MIfflln.

THE WIND 13LOWETÍÍ. JJy Dono Byrno.
Centu-y Co.

THE MIDDLE OF THINGS. By 3. 8.
Fletcher. Alfred A. Knoçf.

THE WELL IN THE WOOD. By Bert
I.fSton Tay.or Alfred A. Knopf.

BILL». FÎKI AND BOULE DE 8UIF. By
Guy Ue Muu«, iif.-»nt. Alfred A. Knopf

HASSAN. Ry Jame» Elroy Flecker. Alfred
A. Knopf.

FROZEN JUSTICE. By Ejnar Mlkkelsen.
Alfred A. Knopf. «

THE !"OTH DE«;iDES. By Edward Alder,
-owe 11. Alfred A. Knopf.

CEP.MINIE LACERTEUX. By Edmond and
J. de ¿ron« ourt. Alfred A. Knopf.

THE PROBLEM OF CHINA. By Bertrand
Ki.-.-M-i! Century Company.

SHOUTS AND MURMURS. By Alexander
Woollcott. Century (Company.

MR DICKENS OOES TO THE PLAT. By
Alexander Woollcott. Putnam.

MY NORTHERN EXP03URE. By Walter
E. Traprock. I'utnam.

THE PUSSYCAT PRINCESS. By Edward
Anthony. Century Company.

KID KARTOONS. By Oene Carr. Century
Company.

TWO SHALL BE BORN. By Marie Con-
way Oemler. Century Company.

THE MYSTERY OF NUMBER SIX. By
Augusta Huell Seaman. Century Com¬
pany.

THE IMPORTANCE OF BIRD LIFE. By
C. Innen Hartley. Century Company.

PIRATES. By C. Lovât Fraser. McBrlde.
BILD THE BACHELOR. By Denla Mac

kali. Houghton, Mlff.ln.
MIHRIMA. AND OTHER POEMS.. By
Cale Young Rice. Century.

THE BOOK OF NOBLE DOOS. By Es¬
telle Ross. Century Company.

THE GREEN OVERCOAT. By Hlilalr«
Belloc. McBrlde.

DANIEL BOONS, WILDERNESS SCOUT.
By Stewart Edward White.

MOONLIGHT SCHOOLS. By Cora Wilson
Stewart. E. P. Dutton.

MAKING YOUR CAMERA PAY. By F. C.
Davis. McBrlde.

JUST NERVES. By Austen Fox Rlggs.
Houghton MIfflln.

DUST OK DESIRE. By Margaret Peter¬
son. McBrlde.
VANDERDECKEN. By II. da Vero Stac,
poole. McBrlde.

THE FRUIT OF THE rTKKr *«**«?.
ton FytV Them.. Sv£?' B» H^,WHAT PROHIBITION irle, «y.

¦»-"... W-a^a«. **bl*n Prankiin^TRIE STORY OP THB nNITFr> »
I.Mhrop. Vae ft 8Y-p5,lirM«« S B*STACKLING TECH n. t
cronint. Ron,,">*,? ''¦**¦...,*, «ggg

TUB GENOA COVFRRpa-,.« .Mill«. B. P. S*ENCID' »».-jt,
.THB TRAU, Qp- CON»! ..,_, ¿
AfRfiHg THE MESA ,*.. ,

Hl*
Renn Publishing «...J'', Jit>'»t«:««W

THK PBNITBNT H?*"»/,« ^.^Underwood. Hounhton, \í7r«ÍTlW**i«*CHRISTMAS CIAROI-H pm.» ,, .
' .«£

Walter. MaemliuíT' dUí<1 ,,y *-àr«,1
THE «"HTLDREN'S BOOK ran. -MAS O,.p|,M\^0K OP («Hii,,'millan. c- D!*-r. ¡¡^
Ï/AVID TVES. Ry Arthur «a«..

'

THE DANCING FAKIR R, , a,

WINONA ON HER OWN t> .

THB OL,\ND HTBALER«. »(inyton. Lipplncott. By B*t*ISj
GOLF. By CVli r.*ltPh *,,,.,
THROUGH THE CLOUD £S£KFlorence Bcott R-rnarrt , , .AI5- *
THE COMINO OF ThÏL^»'*RoIt-Wh«l«r. norin B0P,'E8- ««JA
SEEING THE EASTJERV «.».
John T. Far... ¿St «ATIÏ3. %

HOW TO PLAT THE PIAvn -
,Hambourg. Dor*n. r*A:NO- by «j^

PUSS JUNIOR AVr, THF Vav, .MOON and Pfss roMoïA7vT/r *.*INHON CRUSOE. By Da^? "^
Harper «- Bros. y I>*vW Cá*,.

SOME DISTINGUISHED a«w,a

su."- ¦"."«»' »«-¿"tgs
GUILD SOCIALISM. By Nl'.eg «-.,,_«_D. Appleton A Co. C*JT»«W,-
THE ROY SCOUT'S YEAR B0<»-*-!Appleton & Co. -^ B.
WILD EARTH. By Padralc Ce!«* v~mlllan. ; ^v.aaau. j^
THB CUCKOO'S NEST. By rkf**Jope alado. HoHKhtoH-iliffht ""^-W
THE REPUBLICS OF SOUTH ANT) «*«*TRAI» AMERICA. By C fcLSSäKnock. Scrlbner. Re-daw
BIO LAUREL. By Fr»d«>r,cfc Or»:; &-.l.-f. Homrhton, V.fflm. Bot".
OLD CROW. By Alic«5 Brown. Ma<*n»**&,
THE LOVE LEGEND. By WM4tu,Boyd. Scrlbner. * BW«W*
THREE A «SES IN BOLIVIA. St tSaML. Portman. Hou-fshto»., Mlffllrj,
SOLARIO THE TA i LOR. By WWixBowen. Macmlllan. "'-'«s

BIBLE STORIES IN BIBLE L\S«^n]iiy Lorinda. Munwn BryauL I, AsS«
ton at Co. *~J

Important New Scribner Books

Letters of James Gibbons Huneker
Edited, with a preface, by JOSEPHINE HUNEKER

.With all the brilliance of James Huneker's essays, these letters have an even more vividspirit. Every line is infused with his extraordinary vitality. Photogravure frontispiece. $3.5-

Companionable Books and Their Authors
By HENRY VAN DYKE

in this volume of literary studies Dr. van Dyke leads the way to a new and beautiful
companionship with great books and their authors. The charm of these literacy studies cer¬tainly places him in the same goodly company of "companions." In cloth, $3.0*0; leather, $3.00

The Print of My Remembrance
By AUGUSTUS THOMAS

This is one of the best books of recollections in a generation, reflecting a full and varied life:It is delightfully illustrated with photographs and with the author's quaint drawings. $4.00
-*.-r-"' '«r«Tr-"r«T/-^TV*

Broken Barriers
By MEREDITH NICHOLSON

"It is supererogatory to say that it is a finely done novel. Mr. Nicholson is a master enflman in his held. ZVato York Herald. "Engr «singly interesting.".Neip York Sun. S2.Q0'

Tales of the Jazz Age
By F. SCOTT FITZGERALD

"All of them are good. Some of them are masterp'eces.betterexamples of the art of short-story writing, in my humble opinion,Y% than anything of O. Henry's.".HENRY WALKER, in the
' ¿J Detroit Free Press. £j 75

The Love Legend
By WOODWARD BOYD

ad4,^^n^n^JVî^'£7.hTÏ?« 3nd ..*. of the genuine make ita snarp commentary on modern American life, delightfully entertaining throughout $US
These tous arj new on sale at all bookstores

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS, FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK

The New Story of the Famous
Little Doctor.Just Published:

THE

OF

The Most Successful Book for
Children since the "Just-So Stories."

THE

STORY
OF

R DOI.ITTLE
By HUGH LOFTING

nouseholliil;^1" Df?ctf~^^rly loved by children and now as much aHousehold m ord as the famous Alice-goes on another amazing voyage.
Çlcra WhitellUlHunt, before the America library A.»oclation Conference, »aid:

a hSedl£iS?. S hîer?tuîf'but » I should return to earth fifty orSÄd^^^ n°t be surprised to find the children

C010Sif't^"Ä ^"^¦"»'^'"-^ä is_^Äirv^Ät^h us r*to
thea-thl/i^bla-kS^^^ colorod iTOnMn>«««. 8» «ntQu- uiH_tnttl*w« by

cover Äfiffiffi^ describing both DOUTTLE Books, with «WtnSdf^ *>V *'. Lofting, is your»

m

441 Fourth Avenue FREEERICK A. STCKES CCrYFAHY New Y<tf*¡


